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SLAVIC SONGS 

OLD RUTHENIAN FOLK-SONG 

Brother, whence contest thou? 

From beyond Dunai? 

What heardest thou in Ukraine? 

Nothing have I heard, 

Nothing have I seen 

But horsemen on four sides. 

The Russians have covered the mountain. 

On that mountain a Turkish horse stands; 

On the horse sits a Turk's young son. 

In his right hand he holds a sword ; 

From his left blood flows. 

On that hill a crow is calling, 

And a mother cries over her soldier son. 

"Don't cry, mother, do not grieve ; 

I am wounded, but not badly. 

My head, in four pieces ; my heart, in six ; 

My white hands in three pieces, 

My white fingers in pieces, 

My white body is as fine as poppy-seed. 

"Look for a doctor, mother — 
The doctor, the young carpenter. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Let him build for me a house 

Without doors or windows, 

For now am I at the end of my life." 

SONG OF THE COSSACK 

Heavily hangs the rye 

Bent to the trampled ground ; 

While brave men fighting die 
Through blood the horses bound. 

Under the white-stemmed tree 
A Cossack bold is slain — 

They lift him tenderly 
Into the ruined grain. 

Someone has borne him there, 
Someone has put in place 

A scarlet cloth, with prayer, 
Over the up-turned face. 

Softly a girl has come — 

Dpve-like she looks ; all gray — 

Stares at the soldier dumb 
And, crying, goes away. 

Then, swift, another maid — 
Ah, how unlike she is! — 
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